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POSSESSIVE CHRISTMAS COP 


This possessive Christmas cop isn’t just my dad’s best 
friend...he’s a real policeman and the gift | want more 
than anything under my Christmas tree this year. 


When a group of boys give me trouble for the first time, my 
possessive police officer storms in with a look of 
obsession as he protects his territory and gets very 
territorial over me. 


Things heat up after this older man comes to my rescue in 
December, but will thoughts of possessing this younger 
woman cool down, or stay red-hot, when the seasons 
change in May? 


Will my alpha male cop be able to change my dad’s mind, 
showing him this is real, and that my dad’s best friend 
wants to possess his best friend’s daughter forever... 
making me his for eternity by putting a ring on this 
younger woman ’s finger and a baby in her belly, so we 
can celebrate Christmas as a family... always. 


*Possessive Christmas Cop is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Jaxon 
She’s mine. Only mine 


“Officer Jaxon. For the fifth fucking time, come in Officer 
Jaxon.” 


My eyes narrow as | take in the sight of my woman, 
everything else is just noise. She’s the only thing that 
matters. 


And when | have her in my sights the rest of the world could 
slide into the ocean and | wouldn’t even care. 


I’m a police officer My job is to protect and serve, and 
protecting her is my first priority. 


The other officers at the station were shocked when | 
convinced the chief that we needed a cop to work the mall 
this holiday season. 


They thought I was joking. They thought | wanted to be first 
in line to get the hot new toy this year They thought wrong. 


The only thing | need is her, and I’m going to get her this 
Christmas, and when I do I’m going to be naughty and nice. 


Naughty because I’m going to tell her all the things I’ve 
been thinking about since I laid eyes on her at her 
eighteenth birthday party. Something was different about 
her that day. | don’t see her often, and some time had 


passed since the last time | saw her, but what | saw that day 
was that she was a woman now. 


Nice because I’m going to put a ring on that finger and lock 
her down for life. 


Claim her. 

Show the entire world she’s mine. 

| watch as a boy and a few of his friends, all about her age, 
enter her store. My nostrils flare and my stance widens as 


my fingers wrap around my nightstick. 


l'm so damn obsessed with her | want to fight any and every 
guy who even tries to talk to her. 


| don’t care if it’s Christmas and she’s doing her job at the 
mall. There are plenty of stores here where people can buy 
things. Plenty of places other than here. 


But she works at one of those big anchor stores, or whatever 
they’re called. It’s one of those big ones on the end that 
carry everything under the sun, but if | had my way right 
now lI’d march in there, scoop her up in my arms, and carry 
her off into the sunset like the old days. 

That’s how it’s done. 

What the fuck is shopping? 


I’ve never shopped a day in my life’ | need something | go 
get it. Done. 


And I’ve never needed anything or anyone like | need her. 


She’s priceless. One of a kind. There’s never been a woman 
on the face of the earth as beautiful as she is. 


And l'm a greedy bastard, because | want that beauty all for 
myself. 


| stare at that transparent top she’s got on, the one where | 
can make out exactly where her bra is underneath. 


She shouldn’t be wearing that out of the house, and by 
house | mean my house. 


My cock is throbbing, my balls aching at the fantasy that 
that sheer piece of fabric that’s being passed off as a blouse 
is putting in my mind. 


| know she works in the ladies department selling bras and 
panties, but damn... why does she have to wear that? 


That’s not showing off the merchandise. That’s showing off 
what she’s got, and what will soon be mine. 


Out of the corner of my eye | see the boy approach her. 
He’s got a shit-eating grin on his face and his friends do to. 
“Dammit Jaxon! Report,” comes in over my walkie-talkie. 


My mind barely processes the noise, but | know if a fellow 
officer is using profanity on a walkie-talkie it’s serious. 


Without taking my eyes from her, | lean my head towards 
my shoulder where the walkie-talkie is secured. | press the 
button and say, “Potential assault in progress. Not 
requesting backup. Will report. Over.” 


| turn the volume knob all the way off. 

Yeah, there’s gonna be an assault all right. 

If those boys put one hand on what’s mine l'Il be turning 
that walkie-talkie back on...to call them all a fucking 
ambulance. 

The first boy says something to my woman and | watch her 
recoil slightly A growl rumbles from my throat and | step out 
immediately, covering ground quickly. 


I’m going to put an end to this right fucking now. 


CHAPTER 2 


Jade 


“Maybe you can try this one on. You know... model it for us?” 
the boy says. 


| recognize him. We went to high school together and he 
sure thought he was hot stuff. He was the quarterback of 
the football team and the girls were practically lining up to 
get horizontal with the high school sports hero. 


Well, high school is over, but apparently he’s still living in 
the past. 


| take a step back, realizing that | shouldn’t antagonize him 
or his friends. They’re huge guys and there are five of them 
and only one of me. 


This could get really ugly really fast. 


They'll probably just say a bunch of inappropriate things 
and then eventually leave to go harass someone else. | 
have to be polite though. | just started this job and | need to 
do my best for the two months that l'Il be working here. 


It’s only seasonal work and | can stomach a couple months 
working in retail, as long as these boys don’t make a habit of 
coming in here every day, trolling the mall like they didn’t 
graduate last spring. Seriously guys, move on. It’s time to 
become men, but that’s the last thing these guys seem to be 
headed towards becoming anytime soon. 


“How about this one?” one of the other boys says, grabbing 
a bra off a rack that I’m practically hiding behind. Another 
couple inches and he would have grabbed my breast. 


| roll my shoulders down and try and make myself look 
small. I’ve seen on those Animal Planet documentaries that 
that’s the last thing you should do when you're faced with a 
predator, especially multiple ones, but if | can just kind of 
wedge myself into this rack, like a mouse hiding in it’s hole, 
maybe these rodents will run along. 


| hear the cold, hard sound of big, thick boots on the tiles in 
the hallway leading out into the mall, but | don’t turn. 


“Maybe she could put this one on,” one of the boys says 
holding out one of the bras just inches from my chest like 
he’s sizing it up. 


“Or maybe she could take that one she has on, off,” another 
boy says and | see his eyes drilling holes through my sheer 
top. 


“Maybe you can take your fucking eyes off her,” a booming 
leathery voice says matter of factly, “right fucking now.” 


| watch as a uniformed officer grabs the boy by the hands 
and zip ties his hands together before putting a hand on his 
back, pushing him to his knees and then tipping him forward 
onto the floor. 


“Hey!” he yells. 


His voice has the boy holding the bra just inches from me 
turning and as he does the officer grabs his outstretched 
wrist and zip ties it to the plastic hanger and then somehow 
Zip ties that to the rack. 


“What the fuck, man,” he says. 

“Man is right, and you all need to grow the fuck up and start 
acting like one,” he says as he pivots on his heel and zip ties 
a third boy. 


The other two boys have taken big steps back, their eyes 
opened wide. 


“Come on over and I'll tie up you two pieces of trash too,” 
the officer says, but the boys just stumble backwards, falling 
on their butts, and then run off into the mall just like a scene 
out of a movie. 


“Are you okay,” the officer says in his deep baritone voice as 
he turns to face me, his eyes locked on mine. 


My heart skips a beat as | look up finally able to see this 
huge, tall man’s face. 


“Officer Jaxon,” | say softly, barely audible enough for even 
me to hear. 


But | don’t need to hear right now, | only need to see. 


And being that he’s so much taller than | am I can clearly 
see that he’s harder than that nightstick on his hip. 


| can see his thick, throbbing cock pressing through those 
dark navy blue pants he has on as part of his uniform. 


“That’s right,” he says. 


But he’s the one that’s right, as in right for me. 


Ever since | saw him at my birthday party, which he 
attended as my dad’s best friend and guest, | haven’t 
stopped thinking about him. 


Here he is. Right here. Right now. In the flesh standing in 
front of me, protecting me. 


“Let me go,” the boy cuffed to the rack says. 


Officer Jaxon picks up the big, heavy rack and moves it out 
into the entrance of the store where everyone can see. 


“You're hurting my hand,” the boy pleads, but he pays him 
no mind. 


A few passerby see the boy proudly on display in front of the 
store, cuffed to a bra rack, and start taking pictures. That’s 
going to show up on social media real soon and Mr. Tough 
Guy is going to be ruined. 


Officer Jaxon comes back over and stands in front of me, just 
looking at me. His dark eyes have a kind of intensity and 
focus like I’ve never seen a person have before. 


He looks at me like he wants to chase me across the open 
plains of Africa, catch me in his teeth, and eat me raw. 


His snug top with the authoritative epaulettes makes him 
look so official and in charge. His beard lends an air of 
mystery to him. 


“You can have a beard as a police officer?” | ask. My face 
scrunches at the ridiculous question. At my birthday party | 
tried so hard to get him to notice me and to strike up a 
conversation with me, but | wasn’t able to sneak away from 
my friends and into the room where he was hanging out with 


my dad. Now that | finally get a moment where I have his 
complete and undivided attention, this is the question | ask? 


“I can,” he growls. 


| feel my body shaking and my knees go weak as he 
continues looking at me like I’m some sort of lollipop that he 
wants to lick until l've completely disappeared. 


“What would you like done with them?” he asks, motioning 
with his head toward the three boys but keeps his eyes 
trained on me. 


“What do you mean?” | ask. 

“They tried to exert their power, in the form of their size, 
over you. Well, now it’s your turn. What would you like seen 
done to them to show them they can’t have their way, and 
to get a little justice of your own.” 


“Um,” | say and no other words come out. “Is this a new way 
of policing?” | ask. 


“It’s my way...for this particular incident,” he says. 


“Maybe we should just let them go. | think they’ve learned 
their lesson.” 


“You sure?” 

| nod. 

“You boys are lucky,” he says, his voice echoing through my 
store and out into the mall as he makes eye contact with 


each one. “But you’re not getting out of here without 
apologizing.” 


The boys mumble something at the same time 
Officer Jaxon purses his lips and shakes his head slowly. 


“This incredibly generous young woman is giving you a get 
out of jail free card, and that’s how you’re going to repay 
her?” He pauses and they offer some half-felt apologies. 


“One more chance and if you mess it up,” he says his voice 
raging with anger, “I’m gonna drag you out back behind the 
loading dock where they don’t have cameras and teach you 
manners myself.” 


The boys suddenly start apologizing profusely to the point 
that they won't stop. 


“Look her in the eye when you Say it,” he says. 


| feel honored that the authority figure alpha male | want 

more than anything has gone to these lengths to give me 
my own personal justice, but I’m also a bit embarrassed at 
all the attention. 


| feel my cheeks heat and turn my face slightly, catching my 
manager staring at me out of the corner of my eye. 


He’s got his hands on his hips and he doesn’t look happy, 
nor does he look crazy enough to step in-between Officer 
Jaxon and his pursuit for three real apologies. 


| just hope he doesn’t fire or reprimand me after they’re 
gone. 


The boys give proper apologies and Officer Jaxon prepares to 
set them free, letting them know that if they try and run 


while he’s freeing them there’s a good chance the long, 
serrated knife he pulls from a sheath on his belt will cut their 
hands clean off. 


He gets them freed and warns them not to bother me, or any 
other woman ever again. 


“| was just Christmas shopping for my sister,” one of the 
boys says. 


“Your sister, huh? You know lying to a police officer is an 
arrestable offense... Slade.” 


The boy recoils, shocked that he knows his name. 

“Yeah, that’s right. | Know who you are and | know if you 
bother her one more time you’re not going to walk out of 
here, or anywhere, ever again. Do | make myself absolutely 
clear?” 

He nods. 

“Now get outta here and don’t let me ever find you boys 
causing trouble again,” he says and the boys walk away 
quickly, rubbing their wrists. 


“Because I’ve got trouble of my own to cause,” he says, 
turning to look at me. 


| swallow hard. 


He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his business card, 
handing it to me 


“Why don’t you give me a missed call,” he says, and it’s not 
a question. | pull out my phone. “I want you to know you’re 


always safe and I’m just a phone call away... anytime, day or 
night” 


He watches as | type in the number and | hear a vibration in 
his pants, giving me an excuse to stare directly at his dick 
this time and as my eyes lock in on it | see it twitch a good 
two inches, fighting to break free of the fabric. 


| look back up at him. “Thanks,” I say. 


“You're tough as nails, not backing down from those jerks,” 
he says. “| better get back to patrolling, but l'Il call you later 
to make sure...everything’s okay.” 


Everything is definitely not okay, because the minute he 
turns to leave | think of the least expensive pair of panties 
we sell, because | definitely have to replace mine to get 
through the rest of this shift. As a matter of fact | might opt 
for one of those two packs. | may have no other choice if | 
want to make it through the day without feeling like | waded 
through as swamp. 


| watch as Jaxon walks out of the store and into the hallway. 


“Back to work. I’m not paying you to stand around,” my 
boss’s squeaky voice rattles out behind me. 


Even from a distance | can see Jaxon’s body stiffen just 
before he freezes, pivoting on his heel and executing an 
about face with military precision as he marches right back 
towards, and into, the store. 


He gets right up in my boss's face, which only comes to his 
chest. “What you’re not paying for is security, and with a 
store of your size that’s a finable offense.” 


“l...1..1 just saw you patrolling the store a lot and | knew no 
one would try anything with you out there,” he says to 
Officer Jaxon. 


His eyes move from my boss to me. He keeps his eyes 
locked on me as he says, “I’m not watching out for the 

store. | don’t give a damn about your store. I’m watching 
out for her and only her” He pauses. “And now I’m 
watching you. You so much as schedule her on a day she 
doesn’t want to work and | will take that schedule and shove 
it down your throat. You understand?” 


“Yes, officer,” he says. 

“Jade,” he says, still looking at my manager. 

“Yes?” 

“You're on break now.” 

My manager can’t say or do anything, and he knows it. 
Officer Jaxon turns to me and looks at me as he slowly walks 
away. His expression is so serious, just as it has been since | 
saw him walking the hallways that first day | spotted him at 
the mall. 

When I see him in his uniform, watching the store, watching 
me... when I see the way people respect and fear him at the 


same time, it causes a whole host of emotions inside me. 


And he’s putting a very intense feeling inside me, from my 
mind to my thighs. 


Desire. 


CHAPTER 3 


Jaxon 


My shift ended a full hour ago but I’m sitting in the damn 
mall parking lot in my squad car using every ounce of 
restraint in my body not to pull my cock out right here and 
please myself to the thought of her. 


The only thing that’s stopping me? 


What kind of “pleasure” would it be to take some kind of 
fake phallic victory, one that would only remind me that | 
was only imaging her straddling my cock as she rode me 
right here in the driver’s seat. 


And there’s no way that the idea of claiming her can be 
anywhere near as mind blowing as the real thing, and 
considering just the idea of taking her right here and right 
now is more intense than anything that’s ever found its way 
into my head that means the real thing is literally going to 
blow my freaking mind. 


| whip my phone out and stare at her number. 
Jade. 


Damn, even her name is exotic. Isn’t a jade stone green, just 
like a Christmas tree? 


But damn if she’s getting a green rock from me this 
Christmas. And she’s not getting coal either, unless you’re 
talking about one of the freakishly lucky ones that found its 


way into becoming a diamond, because that’s exactly what 
she is. 


And when it comes to cut and clarity there’s nothing in this 
world more sparkling or blue than those big, bright eyes of 
hers. My cock jerks at the thought. 


Those eyes are so young, so innocent. A mental image of 
her taking me in her mouth as she looks up at me, watching 
as she tastes me and how much it turns her on, flashes 
through my mind. 


My dick jumps and | can already feel the precome against 
the head of my cock as my crown moves through my boxer 
briefs, smearing it on my rod. 


Fuck, I’m obsessed with this woman. 


| will claim her because when | see something | want it’s 
mine. She'll be my wife, the mother of my children, and my 
everything. 


It’s taken me this long to figure out how to approach this 
with her father, who is not only my best friend but a trusted 
ally in the fight for justice. 


Her dad, Jeff, is a forty-two year old tough as nail prosecutor. 
He doesn’t do plea bargains. He does convictions. 


He goes after bad guys with the tenacity of a superhero ina 
big screen Hollywood blockbuster, and I can only imagine 
what he might do when he finds out | can’t stop thinking 
about his daughter. 


But I’m not afraid of him for my own sake. | fear no man, 
especially when it comes to going out there and getting my 


girl. 


What rips me apart is knowing what it could mean to her if 
he flipped and it ruined their relationship. 


After that fucking carjacker shot her mother in broad 
daylight, her father is all she has left. The last thing | want 
to do is take that away from her, whether voluntarily or not. 


But | have to be honest with myself. As likely as it is that 
being honest with her father could turn out to be 
devastating for the two of us, the reality is my life would be 
desolate if | didn’t go after her. 


How can | live with myself knowing | didn’t go after the one 
thing in life | truly wanted. | don’t do angst. | do me. And 
what | want is her. 


| hit the call button on the phone, my leg tapping the 
floorboard non-stop, but I’m not nervous. I’m on edge. | 
want her here, with me now. 


Riding shotgun as my partner for life. 


This is way more than sex, or how much my body is 
demanding | breed with her and put a baby in that sexy 
stomach of hers. 


This is about a life together. About me keeping her safe and 
guiding her through life as an older man who’s seen it all. 


Most importantly, this is about me going to sleep every 
night completely exhausted from giving her everything I’ve 
got, in and out of the bedroom... and then waking up the 
next morning and being greeted by the most beautiful kind 
of sunrise in the world...her smile as she opens her eyes. 


I’m going to be the first one to see that every morning for 
the rest of my life. There’s no ifs, ands, or buts about it. 


I’m going to be the one who runs my fingers along the silky 
smooth milky skin of her arm, giving her the world’s lightest 
massage relaxing her when she’s had a rough day. 


But rough days will be far and few between because I’m 
going to make her life flowers and kittens, served up ona 
silver platter every day | take a breath on this earth. 


“Hey,” she says. And just like that she’s taken my breath 
away. 


| sit up in my seat, my body sliding along the pleather 
upholstery, hearing the noise it makes knowing that should 
be the sound of her body as | take her in the back of the car. 
“How's my rock,” | say. 

“Your rock?” 

“You're a rock, woman. The way you stayed strong and kept 
your cool with those jerks earlier today. You showed just how 
tough you are... how solid your character is.” 

“Oh,” she says. She giggles slightly and the innocence in 
her tone has me biting down on the fist | make with my free 
hand. 


“Your laugh,” | say, letting the sentence trail off. 


“Sorry. It’s just that when you called me a rock | thought 
you meant maybe | was dumb or emotionless.” 


“Never That’s as far from the meaning as it could be.” 


“Okay. Thanks. Just a different definition for different 
generations,” she says. 


Fuck. Is that how she sees me? She thinks I’m some old guy 
just because I’m thirty? 


“Sorry! L..didn’t mean it like that,” she says. “Actually | 
don’t really get along so well with people my own age. We 
just don’t really... relate.” 

“Who do you get along with?” 

“| don’t really meet too many people these days so | mostly 
just stick to myself | prefer a good book and a cup of coffee 
or tea. | like to get lost in my own thoughts quite a bit.” 
“What do you think about?” 


| can hear the sound of her swallowing through the phone 


“Different things,” she says. “I don’t know I mean, what do 
you think about when you’re lost in your thoughts?” 


“Lately | only think of one thing, and I don’t really get lost in 
my thoughts, but what I do get is extremely focused,” | say. 


My dick aches as my pants contain it. | need a release. This 
isn’t healthy. I’ve been fantasizing about her for way too 
long now. | can’t keep doing this to myself 


“That’s how I was today,” she says. “After the incident.” 


“They didn’t come back did they?” | growl. “Did your 
manager give you a hard time,” | snarl. 


“No, no, no. It was actually the opposite. | just replayed the 
incident over and over in my mind until... well...it had a 
different ending.” 

“How different?” 

“The handcuffs weren’t those zip tie kind, but they were the 
real kind. And you sure knew to use those too.” She 
pauses. “You had your provocateur completely under your 
control.” 

“Next time l'Il be sure to use the steel cuffs,” | say. 

“Good,” she says. 

“But you won’t have to worry about that.” 

“That’s a shame.” 

“You liked watching me cuff those boys?” 

“More than | realized, but that’s not who | was referring to.” 
| tip back my police hat and hit the button, bringing the 
windows of the cruiser all the way down. I’m burning up in 
here. 


“Who were you referring to then?” 


a Me. n 


CHAPTER 4 


Jade 


| step outside and see that sometime during my shift it 
started snowing... hard. 


| didn’t notice the sound of squeaky boots on tiles or people 
coming in wet, but then again | didn’t notice much of 
anything today. 


Not after Officer Jaxon came on the scene. 


| hear a car revving its engine and | turn to my right, seeing 
the squad car idling along the curb. 


The driver’s side window rolls down and | see his face, 
crystal clear even though the snow 


| could have stood there the rest of the week and not noticed 
the snow falling around me. | could have been slowly buried 
in a snowdrift for all anyone cared. 


| wouldn’t have noticed. | only noticed him. 


His eyes are focused hard on me and | can see his hand 
gripping the steering wheel hard. 


His car slowly rolls along the edge of the curb, his eyes 
never coming off mine. 


The car stops right when his window is level with my body, 
which is tensing like crazy right now. 


“It’s cold out. Jump in and l'Il give you a ride home.” 


Oh, it may have been cold outside but | didn’t notice it one 
bit. 


| walk around the front of the car, watching him as he 
watches me. 


As | round the edge of the car | can see a small smirk take 
hold of his face and damn does it ever look good on him. 


He reaches across the seat and the door swings open for me. 


| stare at the long pleather bench seat, thinking the police 
cars did away with these years ago. 


| guess not his. 


| slide in, shutting the door and lock myself inside with this 
man who’s staring at me like a beast. 


If he wasn’t my dad’s best friend, and he didn’t have that 
uniform on, the looks he was giving me would have set off 
stalker alarms immediately in my head. 


When it came to him though that’s what | wanted. He was 
the only one | wanted to pursue me, chase me, hunt me 
down...and then enjoy his capture. 


“Thank you, Officer Jaxon,” | say, my throat catching at the 
end. The sound of his name rolling off my tongue sounding 
different than the times I’ve imagined myself screaming it. 


“Jaxon. Just Jaxon from now on,” he says. “Except when 
we're in public together and I’m in uniform.” 


He says it like it’s not a matter of if, but when. Why would | 
be with him, in public, in his uniform? 


The thought of him being proud to be with me in front of 
everyone has me wiggling in my seat, adjusting my jeans. 


The police officers in our town do things a little differently. 
They go by the title “Officer” and then their first name. The 
idea is it makes them more approachable, more a part of the 
community. 

“How long have you been out here, Jaxon?” | ask. 

“| wasn’t watching the time. | was just waiting.” 

“Waiting?” | say swallowing hard. “For what?” 

“For your shift to finish so | could give you a lift home.” 

“Oh. Thank you.” 

“And so we could talk.” 


“About?” 


“U S. ” 


CHAPTER 5 


Jaxon 


“You're not a little girl anymore, Jade,” | say, the words 
sound damn wrong coming off my tongue. “You're a woman 
now. A young woman, but a woman still.” 


“| know,” she says. “I’m eighteen so I’m responsible for my 
own decisions.” 


“Have you made any decisions about your future?” | ask 
her. If she tells me about some boy then she won't even be 
able to finish her sentence before | tell her to break those 
plans. 


Any guys in her life now, if they even exist, are finished. 
She needs a man, the only man for her, and that’s me. 


There are no if’s, and’s, or but’s about it. This has already 
been decided, by me. 


She needs to be onboard with it, but when she sees how 
obsessed | am with her, how I’m going to protect her and 
support her in all parts of her life, she'll know that no one 
can compare, just like nothing can compare to the way | feel 
about her. 


“| was thinking about being a prosecutor, like my dad. | 
want to go after the bad people who wrong good people.” 


I nod. “Good. | like that idea.” 


“I’m going to enroll in community college first, so | don’t 
have to leave town. | can get my associate’s degree in 
criminal justice, which sounds like an oxymoron of sorts, and 
then transfer to a four-year university and get my 
bachelor’s.” 


| growl at the thought of her leaving town. | need her here, 
where I can watch out for her and be with her, not off in 
some far off location where anything could happen to her 
Just the thought of someone bothering her like today, let 
alone harming her, has me brining my other hand to the 
wheel and gripping it tight. 


| leave my hand there, realizing that it’s snowing and she’s 
in the car | never even realized | drive one handed until just 
now. Not anymore, not when she’s in the car | need to be at 
my best, alert, prepared, in case we slide or anything 
happens. It may sound melodramatic, but when she’s in my 
car her life is in my hands, and I’m going to honor that by 
making sure she’s always Safe. 


Her muscles tense and then release quickly Maybe she 
doesn’t feel safe though. She looks nervous. “Everything 
okay?” | ask. 

“Yeah, just a... winter chill | guess.” 

I’m not buying it, but I’m not calling her out on it either. 
She unzips her jacket and | can see her nipples poking all 
the way through that bra and her transparent shirt. Cold, 
huh? | still don’t think there’s any truth to it. 


She’s just as turned on as | am as I maneuver in my seat 
trying to release some of the pressure on my cock, but it’s 


useless. 


| want to drive straight out of town and pull over in some 
secluded area so | can rip that blouse off with my teeth and 
taste those nipples for myself 


Fuck, my hunger for her is intense and unrelenting. 


“What does your dad think about you being a prosecutor 
one day?” | ask. 


“I haven’t told him yet. | figure he'll be proud that I’m 
following in his footsteps, but he still doesn’t know You’re 
the only one I’ve confided in.” 


“Good,” | say. 


“And you don’t have any silly boyfriend that you’re staying 
in town for? No one who’s asking you to go to the same 
school so you can be together.” 


“I’ve never had a boyfriend, and | don’t want one.” 
“Because you're too focused on your future?” 


“lam focused on that, but that’s not the reason. I’m not 
interested in boys. Why settle for a boy when I can have a 
man, the man, that I’ve been wanting since the first moment 
| saw him?” 


The car slows in front of her house. | put it in park and look 
over at her, my eyes wandering from hers then across her 
cheeks and to her soft, supple lips. 


| watch as her two front teeth gently come down on her 
lower lip and | feel my two balls pull up. 


Damn, | could come right now just looking at her That’s 
how hard I’ve fallen for this girl. 


But now’s not the time to look at her with the hungry looks | 
know I’m communicating, because my eye catchers her dad 
who's standing in the window, his breath fogging up the 
glass as he stares at the two of us sitting in the car Surely 
he can see the tension, and | don’t need that right now... not 
until | have a chance to show her exactly what | think about 
her. 


“You best head inside,” | say motioning with my head 
towards her house. “Your dad’s looking out the window 
waiting on you.” 


The corners of her mouth turn down and her eyes narrow at 
my words. 


“But don’t worry. I’m going to pick you up after your shift 
tomorrow and when | do...I’m not taking you home.” 


Her frown flattens out and her eyes open as her whole face 
relaxes and then she smiles big. 


“Good,” she says, just before she slides out of the passenger 
seat and steps out into the snow. 


She bends down and looks at me one last time before she 
the door shuts. 


| watch her juicy ass move as she walks up towards the front 
steps. 


Yeah, | should probably go in and say hi to Jeff. He’ll find out 
soon enough that my shift just ended when he asks her why 


| was at the mall and why | gave her a ride home. 


Her answers will be easy and simple, unlike the ones | would 
have to admit to. 


| was at the mall because I’m watching your daughter like a 
hawk. Your daughter, but my woman. 


Because once | decided she was mine that was it. She’s 
mine. 


Now it’s only a matter of time 

First to show her, and then to prove to her dad this is real. 
And as aman with the toughest reputation when it comes to 
negotiating with all kinds of people, that’s not going to be 


easy. 


But! don’t care. l'Il do whatever it takes to have her, even if 
it comes with the risk of losing my best friend. 


She’s worth it. She’s worth more than anything. 


CHAPTER 6 


Jade 


| check the time on my phone for what must be the two 
hundredth time today. 


One more minute until | can clock out. 

It’s been a busy day, but | definitely saw Jaxon pass by the 
store a few times. Each and every time! was helping a 
customer, but even out of the corner of my eye I could see 
that Jaxon had a look like he wanted to help himself...to me. 
“Your guy didn’t come in today?” | hear and turn around. 
My co-worker Melissa is standing over my shoulder looking 
out into the mall hallway that leads from the entrance of the 
store, just like | am. 

“No, no young boys to cause trouble today.” 

“Trouble they were, but cute too. But wow, that man that 
was talking to you. It looked like the two of you had a 
serious connection going on.” 

“You saw?” 

“Who didn’t? The way you two were staring each other 
down. He looked like he wanted to put you on a plate and 
sop you up with a biscuit.” 


| laugh a bit and quickly catch myself. 


“I'm not joking,” Melissa says. 
“He’s just...a family friend,” | say. 


“He’s not your man? Well then tomorrow you’re going to 
introduce him to me. Shoot.” 


“I’m not introducing him to anybody,” | say, my voice 
raising. “Sorry,” | say. 

“Not your man, huh? Okay,” Melissa says, my response 
giving me away. “Maybe not yet, but it’s only a matter of 
time if you two keep gazing into each other’s eyes like that. 
And by a matter of time | mean like five minutes, tops.” 


My phone vibrates in my pocket, signaling that it’s quitting 
time. 


“Nice talking to you, Melissa,” | say, quickly making my way 
to the break room. 


| clock out and hurry toward the mall exit. 

There he is, same spot as yesterday. 

He pulls around and picks me up. 

“Hey,” | say. 

“Hey yourself,” he says as he gives me a long, lusty look. 


| watch his big, thick fingers take the car out of park and we 
take off. 


“I thought this might interest you?” he says, handing mea 
manila folder. 


“What’s this,” | say, lightly tossing it in my hands a few 
times, admiring its weight. 


“Some information about the criminal justice program here 
in town, and a list of the best universities you can transfer 
to.” 


“Thank you,” I say “It’s nice to Know you care about my 
future,” 


“Our future,” he says. “And I only want the best for you, and 
that’s the information that should help you make the best 
decision which fits your needs.” 

“What if | want to go far away,” | say. 

| hear him exhale, but it’s not long and drawn out. 


“Does that thought annoy you?” 


“No. Just the thought of you being away makes me angry, 
but there’s no need for that. | can transfer if | have to.” 


“You'd transfer to be with me?” 
“I'll do whatever it takes for us to be together.” 


“But what about everything you've built here? You wouldn’t 
just throw that all away would you?” 


“Life is a stage and we're all performers. I’m not putting on 
a show or anything. You know l'm a straight shooter, but 
what | mean is I’ve been performing my job at a very high 


level for a very long time. That was my audition for the 
biggest moment, although | didn’t know it until | saw you.” 


He pauses, and his hand comes off the steering wheel and 
finds my knee. 


My thigh flexes and | feel an electricity shoot through me. | 
look down at his gigantic hand on my knee. I’m small, but 

the size of his hand and the way it just engulfs the entirety 
of my knee makes me feel even smaller, more feminine. 


“| could transfer. It might even be a good thing. | like living 
here but when life throws you challenges the real men rise 
up to not only meet them, but exceed them.” 


He takes a breath and looks at me and then back towards 
the road. 


“I rarely spend money. There’s no need. The things | like, 
like being outdoors, cost practically nothing. | get all the 
coffee | can drink at the station and we often get a big 
lunch. It’s allowed me to put away a good chunk of change 
and at this point it’s more than enough to buy a nice place 
somewhere. But it wouldn’t just be a place or a house that | 
buy. It would be a home that I build, and by build | don’t 
mean with nails and a hammer | mean by filling it full of 
children. 


“| was always happy being a bachelor, a single man. | was 
focused on work and had time for nothing else. | use the 
word bachelor, but | didn’t even date, let alone have random 
hookups, or any kind of hookups for that matter | don’t 
believe in living like that. It takes away from something 
special. Yeah, I’m a big burly cop and you're probably 
surprised to hear me talk this way, but it’s true. 


“If you took alcohol and drugs away from people eighty 
percent of my calls would disappear Why? Because they 
lead to bad decisions. And one of the best decisions | ever 
made was to value the connection between two people, 
even when | never had that. And now that I finally do? It’s 
only that much stronger, that much more intense, and that 
much more... everything.” 


He’s right. | didn’t expect to hear that coming from him. | 
know he’s a man of honor and respect, but come on...in the 
day of Tinder and random sex seemingly happening the to 
modus operandi of my generation it’s shocking to see 
someone who refrains. And a man no less! 


Boys my age are addicted to “Netflix and chill.” It’s their 
slang way of asking a girl out on a “date,” if you consider 
dating going right over to a guy’s house, having cheap, 
unemotional, uncommitted, no-connection sex, and then 
watching some TV series. 


Hells to the no. 

And here’s this man, who’s a dozen years older than me, 
that’s not exactly my dad’s generation, but not mine either. 
He’s somewhere in-between, but he’s right on the money 
when it comes to everything it means to be a man. 

“Surely you had chances though,” | say. 


“Maybe, but I don’t pay attention to that stuff.” 


“When women were throwing themselves at you you didn’t 
notice?” 


“| don't remember anyone throwing themselves at me, but 
even if they did | would have been in uniform, which only 


reinforces my point. They would have just been after the 
cop, and not even trying to make an attempt to get to know 
me. I’m not some emotional wuss, but still, I’m just like 
everyone else in that | don’t want to be used. Plus! work a 
lot. | don’t have time to get involved in meaningless short- 
term thinking.” 


“Not ever?” 

“Never.” 

“And that’s how you met my dad, right?” 

“Exactly. Literally bumped into him at the courthouse one 
day. He was prosecuting a case | worked on. | showed up 

expecting a plea bargain would be arranged, and damn do 
those things ever bother me, and | was surprised when he 

offered the defendant nothing.” 


“Doesn’t that cost the city more money in tax dollars?” 


“Can you put a price on putting a child molester back on the 
street? What’s the cost of that?” 


“| didn’t know.” 


“| know. Sorry, | shouldn’t have jumped on you like that,” he 
says. The air inside the car becomes thick and he rolls down 
the window. 


A mental picture of him literally jumping on me enters my 
mind and | find myself getting moist already. 


“The bigger picture is that your dad is damn good at what 
he does, and so am |. And if the bad guys know we're not 
budging on anything we think they’re a lot less likely to do 


things they might think about doing. Our reputation 
precedes us and we probably stop a lot of crime just because 
of that. And the ones that are foolish enough to try? | catch 
them and we make examples out of them. So the extra few 
days it takes for our cases to go to trial, and yes they barely 
last that long once your dad gets in front of a jury, are worth 
the few tax dollars that everyone has to pay. If anything we 
feel like we’re over-delivering and people actually know, and 
see where, their money is going. | don’t mind paying a bit 
more if | know it’s getting results.” 


And they say it’s hard to find a good guy these days. 


Actually it is. I’m just lucky | found him, or he found me 
more accurately. 


“And that’s why | was excited to pull that information for 
you. Anybody that’s on the side of justice is on my side... 
and your dad's.” 


“And my dad is literally your best friend?” 

“One hundred percent.” 

“Even though he’s forty-two and you’re thirty?” 

“It’s not as far apart as it sounds. | don’t understand why 
people have to be best friends based on age, or skin color or 
all these other random variables. I’d much rather be friends 
with people that think the way | think, and those kinds of 
guys are hard to find.” 


| laugh just a little bit and then bring my hand to my face 
trying to cover it. 


“What’s so funny?” he says, shaking my knee before 
releasing it as we approach the light. 


“You're right. Good guys are hard to find.” 


“Well you can stop looking right now, because you’re mine.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Jade 


Thirty minutes later we’re lacing up our skates at an outdoor 
rink | didn’t even know existed. 


The person running the quaint, little wooden booth where 
they rent out skates stepped out for about two minutes 
while Jaxon changed from his uniform to his street clothes. 


It was pretty funny watching a big man duck inside the little 
booth, but what wasn’t funny were the stares from the other 
women when they caught sight of this giant man in a cop’s 
uniform. 


| felt myself wanting to tell them to back off and to grab him 
possessively, but | managed to stay ladylike. I’m not sure if 
the jealousy I’m feeling is a good thing or a bad thing. I’ve 
never been jealous over anything in my life and I should just 
feel happy that | don’t need to. He is here with me after all. 


After Jaxon got changed into some dark denim, boots, a 
jacket, and a white T-shirt that was snug enough to show the 
outline of his muscles, but not so tight it looked like he was 
stuffed inside of it, we got our skates and started putting 
them on. 


As | get the final skate all tied up | look over to find Jaxon’s 
already done. He’s just watching me with a smile on his 
face. 


“What?” | ask. 


“You just look so beautiful, so feminine in skates, but you 
always look perfect so it’s no surprise.” He pauses. 
“Ready?” 

| nod. 


He stands first and I’m surprised at how good his balance is. 


He holds out his hand and | reach for it, hearing a few heavy 
exhales from the peanut gallery. 


| slowly make my way from the rubber mat thing where we 
got prepared, and onto the ice. 


“I've always wanted to go ice skating,” | say. 

“| know.” 

“You know?” 

“| remember asking your dad at your eighteenth birthday 
party what your ultimate gift would be. He said this was one 
of them.” 

“So that’s why you brought me here?” 

He nods. 

Jaxon’s already amazing in every way, but when you add in 
that he’s a good listener...wow. Talk about every woman’s 
dream. 

We slowly make our way around the outside of the rink, 


going super slow. I notice there are a few really small kids 
with their moms and sometimes both parents. 


One little girl looks up at me and smiles. | wave at her and 
she waves back. 


| feel goose bumps from the interaction and it’s hard not to 
want one of those bundles of cuteness for myself. 


Jaxon keeps my left hand in his right, as he skates closer 
towards the inner part of the rink. | like how he’s protecting 
me but not drawing attention to it. If | feel wobbly or 
unbalanced, technically | could reach for the outer wall, but 
he’s always there to steady me too...and he’s not going to 
let anyone bump into me or get in the way of all the fun I’m 
having. 


Suddenly a man comes flying around from behind and 
almost runs over a child. As he approaches another he just 
widens his stance and skates right over the top of the poor 
little kid. The kid was literally between his legs. What kind 
of jerk does that, especially at such high speeds? 


| look up at Jaxon’s face and see his eyes have narrowed and 
his nostrils are flaring. 


Good. I’m not the only one who feels this way. 


As the man comes back around for another loop Jaxon yells, 
“Slow down!” 


“Fuck you, grandpa!” the guy yells, giving us the finger as 
he speeds by. He’s younger than | thought. 


| feel Jaxon’s grip on my hand tighten and his arm extend a 
bit as he puts a bit of distance between us, but still holds 
onto my hand. 


“Widen your stance just a bit and stay calm. You won’t feel 
a thing,” he says. 


What is he...? 


| see the young guy flying back around and | do as Jaxon 
said. 


Just as he approaches he flips us the bird again, but Jaxon 
drops one skate back and hip checks him so hard, and ata 
strange angle, that it sends him flying into the wall without 
harming me or anyone around us. 


The guy isa mess. He looks beyond dazed, and | can only 
imagine if instead it was one of the children out here that he 
ran into. 


“How did you do that?” | ask. 


“Ten years of ice hockey as a kid. Needless to say, | was the 
enforcer.” 


“| see,” | say, smiling as | move back in closer to him. He 
wraps my arm around him as he pulls me in tight. 


“You need to leave, sir,” | hear a quote unquote security 
guard say from the other side of the rink to the guy who's 
still trying to collect himself Better late than never | guess, 
but when it comes to this protective cop he doesn’t seem to 
have a habit of waiting for things to happen or for backup to 
show up. 


He makes things happen and he rights wrongs, without any 
need for a thanks or acknowledgement. 


We skate around for another hour or so, I’m not really sure as 
we lose track of time, but the skating rink clears as they 
need to do some quick maintenance between sessions and | 
think | heard the guy say that would happen in an hour 
when we first arrived. 


Time is flying and it would be fun to stay but since the rink 
is taking a break | guess it’s best to go. 


We let everyone else clear out and then we start to move 
towards the exit. 


“I think I’ve got the hang of this,” | say. 


| try and take off quickly with his hand in mine, but my skate 
catches and I go tumbling. 


He never loses contact with my hand, but my body still goes 
down... softly and gradually thanks to him, but as | go to the 
ice my skate catches his and he pretends to lose his balance 
a bit and “falls” right over the top of me. | think it’s mostly 
for show, as he’s a great skater, but it is funny. 


And now he’s right over the top of me. 


| notice everyone watching as we’re the only ones in the 
middle of the entire rink, but then the rest of the world just 
fades away as | get lost in his eyes. 


He reaches a hand toward my face and places it on my 
cheek as he leans in closer, his lips coming to just a hair's 
breadth away. 


| can feel the heat from his skin on mine and my entire body 
is on fire. 


And slowly and softly his lips find mine in a scene that could 
be on the front of our Christmas cards for years. 


The coolness of the air, the taste of his lips on mine, this 
perfect moment. | wish | could bottle it up in one of those 
snow globes and have the ability to recreate it anytime of 
year. 


As his lips slowly pull from mine | feel energized like never 
before. 


“We better go,” he says softly. 

“Yeah we don’t want to get in trouble.” 

“| don’t want to get in trouble with myself,” he says. 
“What?” 

“That only made me hungrier for you and if | don’t stop now 
it will be impossible not to take you right here in the middle 
of this rink.” 

| see the intensity in his eyes. | would think he’s 
exaggerating for the sake of romance and making me feel 
beautiful...if | only heard the words and this was anyone 


other than him. But he’s dead serious. 


“And I'd never let anyone else see your body. It belongs to 
me.” 


My lips open slightly and Jaxon stands, helping me to my 
feet as he pulls my body in close. 


We skate away towards the exit point and | see all the 
women staring at me again. 


But this time, as we take off our skates, a few moms and 
grandmas come over and thank him for what he did earlier. 


| feel a bit of jealousy from all the female attention again, 
but as he’s approached relentlessly he always keeps one 
hand on my knee or wrapped around me, letting everyone 
know he’s here with me and he’s leaving with me too. 


“That was fun,” I say. 

“Good, because we’re just getting started,” he says. 

“There’s more?” 

“There’s always more when it comes to you. l'Il never get 
enough of you...never tire of staring into the depths of those 
beautiful blue eyes of yours and feeling your hand in mine.” 
| smile, feeling a warmth wash over me. 

We leave the rink and walk just a short distance to another 
of those small, wooden outdoor shack type things they set 
up at Christmas sometimes. But this one is free standing 


and they’re selling hot chocolate and spiced wine. 


We grab a cup of hot chocolate and have a seat on a park 
bench. 


We talk and tease and kiss some more. 
The chocolate seems to disappear fast, partly because it’s 


delicious and partly because we take turns putting the foam 
on a finger and then dabbing it on each other’s noses. 


We agree it’s time for a spiced wine right after Fortunately 
they serve a non-alcoholic version for those under twenty- 
one. 


It’s warm and we get a free paper plate of raisins to go with 
it. Apparently they slow cook it all day, and | don’t know if 
that’s the secret but whatever they’re doing is working. It’s 
absolutely delicious, and I quickly feel loopier than | already 
was. | have to remind myself that mine doesn’t even have 
alcohol in it. I’m literally just becoming intoxicated by being 
in his presence. 


After we finish off our wine we leave the area. Jaxon keeps 
my hand in his and kisses me repeatedly. My chest swells 
with pride knowing how much he likes showing me off in 
public and how possessive he is when he does, which is 
becoming non-stop at the moment. 


And speaking of stopping, | don’t want this day to ever end. 
“I've had a drink so I can’t drive,” he says. 

I’m impressed, knowing that at his size one drink over an 
hour ago isn’t going to put him anywhere near the limit, but 
still... he’s a man of morals and | Know he wouldn’t ever want 
to put anyone else in danger by getting behind the wheel 
even slightly impaired. 


“We can call a cab,” | say. 


“There’s a hotel just a block up,” he says. “They have a hot 
tub.” 


“| didn’t bring a suit,” | say, a bit surprised at how quickly 
I’m willing to just jump in. But then again I’m not. This has 


been building since my birthday party, if immediate, primal 
attraction really needs to build that is. 


“It’s in the room, so you don’t need a suit,” he says. 

| don’t say anything, just keep my eyes trained on him as | 
process his words and visualize the sight of his body on full 
display for me. 


He leans in, kisses me hard, and then starts walking. 


He doesn’t have to tell me where we're going because | 
already know. 


CHAPTER 8 


Jaxon 


| could feel the possessiveness inside of me rearing up like a 
caged animal each step closer we got to the hotel. It was 
time to let it loose and claim what was mine. 


Thoughts of her had been consuming me since her birthday 
party, and now, after speaking to her and having a romantic 
date, | had to consume her. 


She was perfect in every way... beautiful, intelligent, driven, 
and innocent. 


Oh was she ever innocent, and | was going to take that from 
her and make it mine and only mine 


Just as we approach the hotel a little old lady steps right out 
in front of us. 


l'm so focused on getting inside and getting up to that room 
that I’m annoyed by her presence, even though she’s clearly 
harmless. 


“Excuse me,” she says. “I just want to tell you | saw you two 
at the skating rink earlier and now | see you again. | just 
can’t help but say you are the most lovely husband and wife 
I’ve ever seen.” 


My anger quickly turns into a slow-building smile, and it only 
increases when | feel a light elbow from Jade in my ribs. 


“Thank you, ma’am,” | say. 

“Thank you for brightening my day. | hope you two stay this 
in love for all your years,” she says, and just like that she’s 
gone. 


We walk up to the hotel and | feel Jade’s face burrow into my 
arm as she giggles. 


“Does she know something we don’t?” she says. 


“Nothing | don’t. She’s just speeding up the timeline a little, 
that’s all,” | say. 


It was a strong statement but it was true. 

She would be my wife, and soon. 

I’m aman who knows what he wants and what | want is her. 
Am | intense? Borderline crazy? 


When it comes to her... hell yes | am, and I’m not ashamed to 
admit it. 


Now it was time to lose myself with her...to show her just 
how unhinged she makes me. 


My dick is harder than the metal blades on the skates we 
just had on, the pain in my balls just as sharp. 


| was so hard | felt like | was going to explode right there in 
the lobby as | reserved the presidential suite...the one with 
the best hot tub. 


“And we'll take a bottle of your best champagne too,” | say. 


“Are you celebrating something, sir?” the receptionist asks. 


“The one. I’m celebrating the one,” | say as | look over at my 
woman and squeeze her hand tight. 


| waive off the guy wanting to escort us to our room. | don’t 
have time for it. 


| need to start now. 


The second the elevator door closes | kiss her hard, pulling 
back knowing she can see the hunger on my face. 


And | see the same hunger on hers. 

“Once we go in that room, there’s no going back,” I say, my 
grip on her face unrelenting, not wanting to let her go even 
if she wants to. 

“| know,” she says. 

“You've got a few more floors to know for sure, to decide if 
you want to turn back. Because once | start there won’t be 
any way you can change your mind. l'Il be too lost in what 
you do to me and l'Il take you, and claim you, like I’ve 
needed to do since your eighteenth birthday.” 

She nods. 

“Tell me you feel the same.” 


“| do,” she says quickly. 


“Say it. Say it all. | want to hear it come from your lips,” 


“| want you. | need you. | want to go in that room a girl and 
come out a woman, because of you and all the things you’re 
going to do to me.” 


“What am | going to do to you exactly?” | growl. 


“Claim me. Be my first. My one and only. Take my 
innocence because you're the only one I'd ever give it to... 
the only one who deserves it...and the one I’ve been saving 
it for all along, even when | didn’t even know it.” 


“But you know it now. You’re sure of it.” 
“Absolutely positive, without a doubt.” 


The elevator dings and | kiss her hard before scooping her 
up. 


Her legs wrap around my waist as | carry her toward our 
door, my head spinning that | practically turn the wrong way 
in the hallway before | realize we are in our room. This 
entire penthouse floor is ours. We don’t even need a key 
and we’re the only ones who can come up here. 


My fingers curl around her waist as | pull her body even 
closer to mine, my rock hard erection grinding against her. 


My dick throbs and my belly growls for a hunger that can 
only be satisfied one way. 


“I can’t promise you sweet or gentle,” | say as our kisses 
become deeper to the point where our mouths are 
practically fucking each other’s. “But | can promise you 
something you'll never forget. | can promise you I’m going 
to give you all of me, but how that comes might shock you, 
scare you.” 


“I want you just the way you are,” she says before | hungrily 
take her mouth in mine again. | release her kiss and lightly 
bite down on her chin. 


| don’t just want to take her, | want to own every inch of her 
soul. To taste every part of her, inside and out. 


“| have to warn you of one more thing.” 
“It doesn’t matter,” she says. 


“It does. You have to know this now. Once I have you every 
possessive bone in my body will be addicted to you. lIl not 
only watch you from a distance in the mall while you’re 
working, but all the time... because you’re mine. My whole 
existence, serving and protecting, will always be focused on 
you. You'll come before everything else in life, even my 
need to eat, drink, and breathe air, because without you 
there will be no point in living. That’s how damn much | 
need you as mine, and how far l'Il go to make sure everyone 
knows. Fuck, l'Il shout it from the mountaintop. I'll say it in 
my sleep. And if anyone ever tries to come between us l'Il 
honor a different kind of law...the one that binds a woman 
and a man forever.” 


“| want that exactly,” she says. “I want your ferocity, your 
desire in all ways. And just so you know | was jealous out 
there today when those women were looking at you, plotting 
on how to get their hands on you. If someone ever tries to 
do just that I’m going to be just as possessive as you. | 
already am actually. I’ve just done a good job of not 
showing it... yet.” 


“Well neither one of us is going to have to worry when | put 
a huge rock on your hand. Then everyone will Know. A rock 


on one hand and your other hand in mine. That’s how we'll 
go through life, forever.” 


| kiss her hard as her hands take my face. 

My heart rate spikes and my body has the need to move, 
sending her back into a wall causing a table to rattle anda 
vase to fall. 

| backup, carrying her towards the master bedroom and 
when | get there I toss her on the bed, needing to get out of 
my clothes as fucking fast as | can. 

She lands flat on her ass and a little whimper escapes her. 
“If you think that mattress was hard on your ass wait until 
you feel my palm come down on that perfect apple bottom, 
beautiful.” 


| start making quick work of getting my clothes off, as does 
she. 


“Tell me what you’re doing,” | demand. 
“I’m getting naked for you.” 
“And why are you doing that?” 


“So you can take me for the first time. So you can claim 
me. So you can make me yours and I can make you mine.” 


“And how does that happen?” | ask, just as | slide out of my 
pants, my underwear the only thing left. 


“By you putting that huge—,” her eyes freeze on my dick as 
| pull down my underwear, my cock springing free. “Oh my 


god,” she says. 


“Keep going. Putting my huge cock where? Show me, 
beautiful?” 


She slowly slides out of her panties as | stand there, 
watching her, staring at her, not moving as my dick points 
straight towards the ceiling. 


“Inside me,” she says as she tosses her panties off the side 
of the bed. 


“You mean inside our pretty, pink virgin pussy,” | growl. 
“Ours.” 


“Yes. There. Ours.” she says. 


“Then show me. Spread your legs and show me my cunt 
that I’m going to claim.” 


| watch as her chest heaves in excitement and her body 
pulls back in fear while her legs spread wide. 


“Wider Open up for me. You have to spread wider to take 
all of this big cop cock.” 


Her feet point outward as her hands find her knees as she 
opens herself even wider causing me to breathe heavily 
through my throat as my arms start twitching I’m so fucking 
turned on by her glistening, shaved perfect pussy. 


| strut over toward the bed, keeping my eyes locked on her 
until | reach the edge. 


| kneel down, getting on my knees, staying focused on her 
eyes. Seeing her realize exactly what | meant when | told 


her there’s no going back and that the animal in me was 
about to be unleashed is the sexiest thing ever. 


It’s one thing to tell her, it’s another thing to show her 


| grab her by the ankles and jerk her body toward me until 
her ass is right at the edge of the bed. 


My hands slide under her ass and | dive into her channel 
face first, licking straight up her center as | inhale deep. 


My head follows through, my eyes closed as | face the 
ceiling. 


| howl like a feral wolf 


“Fuuuuuck, you smell like heaven and taste like paradise,” | 
say, diving right back in for seconds. 


And seconds quickly turn to thirds, fourths, and fifths, as | 
devour her with my tongue, my mouth taking in her lips as | 
alternate between flicking her bud and diving deep inside 
her. 


Her feet find my shoulders as she presses her body away, 
but | won’t let her | continue consuming her cunt, feeling 
her feet slide down my back and then her thighs locking 
around the sides of my head with a vice like grip. 


| growl in approval, feeling the reverberations move through 
her like an echo in a tunnel... but this tunnel is already full, 
with my tongue. 


| go deeper inside, trying to mine the gold that is her G-spot, 
until | find the gushiness, pressing hard with the tip of my 
tongue. 


| feel her thighs quiver as she absolutely locks me in place. 
Her hips roll and | don’t fight it, rolling with her. 


The back of my head finds the bed as she fucks my face with 
her pussy, her hips bouncing up and down on me wildly, my 
tongue penetrating her deep. 


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Right there!” she says, but little does 
she knows she’s the one in complete control. 


Her hips continue thrusting up and down, her pussy riding 
my tongue as her wetness covers my mouth. 


Suddenly she grinds her whole cunt into my face, dragging 
it forward and back, her pubic bones finding my forehead as 
even my nose pleases her insides. 


| breathe in deep, smelling her sweetness, as my hands 
clamp down hard on her ass, making the friction between us 
even that much more intense. 


Her ass flexes hard in my hands, so much I can barely get a 
grip on it and | know she’s close. 


Fuck, | am too. I’m not even inside her and if | think about it 
for more than a second | could shoot my load clear across 
the room. 


But no. I’m saving my seed for her, for her insides. 


Cause I’m breeding her the first time, and every time... for 
life. 


The bed starts shaking wildly and I can just make out the 
sound of it sliding across the floor too. She’s got a hold of 


the vertical rails of the headboard as she grinds her middle 
across me, more and more and more until finally her body 
stills and she unleashes a waterfall into my greedy mouth, 
which I drink up like it’s the existential elixir, the fountain of 
youth, Samson’s beard as she tries to fill my beard with her 
juices, but no way am | letting any escape. 


I’m swallowing everything she has to give, because when | 
say she’s mine | mean she’s all mine. 


And damn does her fountain energize me. | could run a 
damn marathon with a patrol car on my back right now 
That’s how damn amazing | feel. 


And as | feel her body quake and quiver again | know we're 
headed right into round two. 


As my balls ache, asking when it’s their turn. 
Patience is a virtue, and so is her virginity. 


And now my patience has run out, which equals the same 
fate for her innocence. 


CHAPTER 9 


Jade 
So much for needing a hot tub to get warm. 


My skin feels like it’s on fire as | slide forward and off his 
face. 


| lie on my stomach, panting, wondering what just 
happened... twice. 


| feel the warm touch of his hand on my lower back just 
before he slides it right up my spine, sending even more 
sensations through me. | feel like a puppet and he’s got me 
on a string. 


His big body lightly grazes over the back of mine just before 
| feel his breath on my ear. 


“Tell me you want me to be your first...and only,” he says. 


| nod my head slightly “Yes,” | say softly, “but | don’t want 
you. | need you, now and always.” 


“Tell me how much you liked it when I kissed your cherry, 
took it in my mouth and played with it... made a mess of it 
and then cleaned up every last drop.” 


My body flinches as I suck in air through clenched teeth at 
the memory of what just happened seconds before. 


“It was amazing, mind-blowing in the literal sense of the 
word. And now | want more.” 


“Oh you'll have more all right,” he says as he kisses me in 
that spot on my neck just below my ear. “A lot more,” he 
continues as his kisses move down my neck and across my 
shoulders. 


| feel my pussy clench and I know he may have cleaned me 
to the point | was bone dry just seconds ago, but | can 
already feel myself getting wet again... very wet. 


| feel his nose on my back as his mouth kisses in-between 
my shoulder blades, his lips pressing down harder against 
my skin, his erection already as hard as the metal bars that 
make up the headboard as it presses into the back of my leg. 


“I'm going to put my cock so far inside you we may never 
get it out,” he says. 


“Good.” 


“When it gets lost inside you it’s going to kick and scream 
and jerk and throw hot ropes of seed all over your insides, 
breeding you as your pussy milks out every last drop. You'll 
take so much that next week when you’re working, just 
standing there waiting for a customer to come in, you'll feel 
it run out of your pussy and stream right down the side of 
your leg. That’s how deep I’m going to fill you up. I’m going 
to give you more than you can physically handle...and then 
I’m going to give you some more,” he says as his hand slides 
up my neck and he moves my hair to the side firmly. 


He kisses up my lower neck causing my entire body to 
become covered in goose bumps. 


“I'll be so deep inside you you won’t even know where you 
end and where | begin,” he says, as his hand moves through 
my hair and along my scalp. 


His hand forms a fist, taking a big bunch of my hair and 
moving it to the side, my head going at an angle allowing 
him to kiss me right on the cheek. 


His other hand slides around and cups my jaw, moving my 
head more as he kisses me hard on the lips. 


“You taste so damn sweet,” he growls. “I could do this all 
night long and then take you like this,” he says, as he puts 
the crown of his cock at my opening and runs it down 
through my folds. 


| contract my abdominals and try and slide back so he slides 
into me, my need peaking, but he’s too strong and too fast, 
not allowing me to have exactly what | want. 


Him inside me. 
“But that’s not how I’m going to do it.” 


Suddenly both of his hands lock on to my hips and he flips 
me over onto my back. 


“Because this way | get to see your face when | make you 
mine, when I claim you, and when | fill you full of what will 
become our first child.” He pauses, his nostrils flaring as he 
gives me a stone cold look. “And the best part? You get to 
see it too. You get to see what you do to me when you make 
me lose control.” 


“Show me,” | say softly. 


He takes his cock in his right hand and strokes it one time, 
root to tip, putting its entire length on display. 


With his hand wrapped around his rod just below the crown 
he lines it up to my opening. 


“I've never wanted something so badly as | want you.” 
| whimper. 


“And now...now I will have you,” he says, and | feel the tip of 
his dick enter me. 


| bite down on my lower lip and grab the sheets hard, balling 
them up in my fists. 


My eyes close and my muscles tense. 

“Breathe, beautiful.” 

It takes me a second to process his words but when | do | 
blow out a breath and realize it doesn’t hurt as much as | 
thought, and that it was all just worry, fear, and tension | 
was holding in my body... before holding him in my body. 
“How did you know?” 

“What?” he asks. 

“That | was holding my breath?” 


“Because you took mine away too,” he says as the tip of his 
dick slides out of me. 


Now there’s a real kind of pain and fear, the fear of loss. 


| want him back where he belongs, inside me. 

| reach for his hips, but he’s already a step ahead of me, 
moving his hips slowly as he re-enters me with just the 
crown again. 

“How’s that feel?” he asks. 

“Perfect,” | say. 

“Can you take more of me?” 

“| want all of you.” 


A throaty growl leaves him as | feel his leg muscles tense. 


“We'll work to that point,” he says. “I need to be careful 
with you, break you in first.” 


“Break me in,” I say. 


He grits his teeth and slides in a bit deeper and a feeling of 
euphoria comes over me. 


| breathe out hard through my nose as my eyes close, 
allowing me to relax into the moment and take in all the 
pleasure. 


| feel something warm and wet on my nipple and my eyes 
open to the sight of him taking my breast in his mouth as he 
maintains strong eye contact with me...eye contact | didn’t 
even know we were having as my eyes were alternating 
between shut and fluttering. 


“You feel so good,” | say. 


“And your skin is just as sweet here as it was...here,” he says 
as he pushes in deeper. 


“More. | want more,” I say. 


| feel his shaft slide out through my walls, every nerve 
ending inside me stimulated as he moves through me. 


Just before the head of his dick leaves me, he re-enters me 
yet again, but this time he doesn’t stop at the end of his 
movement. 


Instead he slides back and then immediately in again, this 
time deeper, as he fills me more, and then more. 


Somewhere in-between opening me up and breaking me in 
his thrusts pick up pace and he starts taking me deeper and 
with more urgency than before. 


| watch as his chest moves in and out as deep sounds leave 
his throat. He doesn’t say a word, nor does he need to. 


His primal growls, his tense muscles, and his intense eyes 
say for him more than any words could. 


“Uh,” | moan, unable to keep it in. “More. Give me more of 
your big dick,” I say, having no idea what’s come over me, 
but certainly aware of what’s gotten into me. 


Him, in every way. 


The possessiveness | felt for him is now one hundred fold as 
he claims me with reckless abandon, my body moving every 
which way as his big, callused hands manhandle me into 
positions that satisfy his desires, and mine too. 


“l'm... l'm... I’m close,” | say. 


Suddenly he buries his cock deep inside me and | expect 
him to finish, but instead his hands slide behind me, 
bringing my body completely vertical as he slides off the 
bed. 


My legs try and wrap around him but I’m too lost in the 
moment to think or feel anything else but his dick buried 
deep inside me. 


“Not yet you’re not,” he says. 


His hands cup my globes and he begins lifting me up and 
then releasing the pressure from his fingers, allowing me to 
Slide right down his rod, all of him entering me 


“Oh my god!” I say. My hands limply and loosely find his 
shoulders as he grabs me by the hips and begins sliding me 
up and down his pole as my entire being gets lost in the 
fuckfest that is now taking place. 


My body is flung up and down and to the sides, my hair 
going every which way. | blow it out of my face just in time 
to see the look of a madman as he takes me. 


Suddenly he stops... his forehead finding mine as he stares 
so deep into my eyes, only an inch or two away, | swear he 
can see my soul. 


Then his shoulders flop forward as his entire body spasms 
hard one time and he erupts inside me, filling me with his 
juices and sending my own cream right down onto his cock. 


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” he says. 


| feel my body spinning as he moves around the room before 
we fall onto the bed together. 


He arches his hips so he stays as deep as possible inside me, 
still filling me with aftershocks as | climax again, learning 
things about my body | never knew could happen. 


And then just as suddenly as we started, we stop... together. 


Our bodies lie still on top of the bed as we suck all the 
oxygen out of the room. 


“I can’t breathe,” he says, pulling out of me and standing, 
moving towards the window at an angle that makes it look 
like he’s about to fall over. 

| watch as this extremely fit, ripped, well-conditioned 
protector of the community, plants both hands on the 
window catching himself, before opening it. 


He breathes in the cool air a few times before coming back 
over to the bed. 


| feel the coolness across my skin and quickly cuddle up to 
him. 


“Didn't this place come with a hot tub?” | say. 
We both bust out laughing. 


“| guess we brought our own heating with us tonight,” he 
says. 


“Not just tonight,” | say. 


“Always,” he says. 


CHAPTER 10 


Jade 
One week later 


The past week has been a whirlwind of sneaking around 
when we're close to home but being pretty brazen when 
we're out a few miles. 


| literally can’t believe we haven’t gotten caught yet or that 
my dad hasn’t found out, but that just adds to the fun of it, 
although it’s time to act like a woman if | want to be treated 
like one. 


Jaxon says he’s going to tell my dad tonight, and I’m super 
nervous. 


And | haven’t seen him at the mall all day either. 


My manager comes by to tell me about some sort of 
promotion we’re going to do. Apparently we’re brining a guy 
in a Santa suit into our store and fixing up a really nice area 
where kids can get their picture taken. The idea is that the 
mom’s will stay and shop, which means today should be 
busy. That’s a good thing. | need to take my mind off of 
what’s going to happen tonight. 


I’m really looking forward to the future, and I’ve even 
enrolled in a full course load of criminal justice classes 
starting in the spring semester. l'Il technically be starting 
one semester behind, but the good thing is l'Il have a bit of 


money in my pocket and l'II be able to make up the fall 
semester with an aggressive summer semester. 


By this time next year l'Il even be ahead. All I have to do is 
follow the plan that Jaxon and | put together and l'Il go from 
being behind to graduating in three years. 


The encouragement that he’s given me for my future and 
the holidays have me really emotional. | just can’t stop 
thinking about him, even catching myself as | daydream 
about all the things we’ve done, and all the things we’re 
going to do, as some of the seasonal workers set up a little 
area for Santa Claus to sit in. 


Once they’re done, Santa arrives and gets all set up. 


He makes a motion towards me to come over and sit on his 
lap so the photographer can “make sure everything’s 
working right.” | politely decline, Knowing that although it’s 
kind of innocent, this isn’t something | would do if Jaxon was 
here so | won’t do it when he’s not. 


He’s the exact same way, and the best part is that it just 
comes to him naturally. | still see other women checking 
him out when we’re out and about, but he’s truly oblivious 
to it all. He’s always so focused on me. When he tells me 
I’m the best thing that ever happened to him I know he 
means it. 


| watch as my co-worker Melissa goes and does the test 
shoot with Santa. At first she’s kind of laughing at the idea, 
but once she sits down her face definitely doesn’t look so 
happy anymore. 


She hurries through the process and rushes back over 
towards where | am. 


“That guy smells like a brewery and I swear he had wood 
when | was sitting on his lap.” 


“You're joking?” 
“Swear to god.” 
“Did he say anything to you?” 


“He mumbled something, but | couldn’t really understand it. 
At first | thought he said, ‘Merry Christmas,’ but now that I’m 
not freaking out being so close to him | think he said, 
‘Melissa... Christ.’ | think he was checking out my chest 
when he said it.” 


“He knows your name?” 
“Maybe he heard someone Say it. I’m not sure.” 
| nod. “Sorry about that.” 


“It’s not your fault, but | hope that guy’s not going to be 
here more than just today. He creeps me out. I’m going to 
go wash my hands, actually Yuck,” she says, as her 
shoulders raise and she shivers. 


| stare off into the hallway thinking about what just 
happened. 


I’ve had a lot of talks with Jaxon already about criminal type 
stuff and just life in general. | love talking to him. His voice 
is like listening to hot coals crackle on a fire on a cool 
autumn night, and the knowledge he imparts on me is like 
he’s a walking, breathing Wikipedia page. 


He even taught me about business. 


| love that | can learn so much from his experience and 
wisdom. Sometimes | ask him so many questions | think | 
might be taking it too far, but he says he loves passing on 
what he knows. He told me that he feels like it would have 
been a shame if all the training and real life experiences 
he’s learned being a cop and man would have just died with 
him when he left this world. 


He was fine with that idea, never even thinking about it, 
until | came along. Then he told me he realized how much 
of a tragedy that would have been. 


The part that gets me the most is when he smiles and tells 
me that he can’t wait to share the same knowledge with our 
children. 


| know it’s not just words either. We even jokingly picked 
out names last night. 


| think back to what he was telling me in regards to the “See 
something, say something,” campaign that’s been running 
for quite a long time now. A lot of times people will see 
something and it turns out to be nothing. Sometimes the 
police won’t even investigate if they don’t have time and it 
doesn’t sound legit, but there have been numerous high 
profile cases that started with a tip like this...a situation 
where someone had a queasy feeling in their stomach. 


Just like Melissa did, and just like | do now. 
I’m guessing this is just some old guy who’s depressed for 


the holidays and maybe had too many last night, but | just 
don’t like it. 


| pull my phone out of my pocket. 
Hey. How’s your morning? 
Would be better if you were here, comes back immediately. 


| stare at his reply and | feel special, loved, and wanted as he 
always makes me feel. 


Maybe this Santa fella is okay Maybe I was just missing him 
and | filled my mind with a bunch of nonsense. 


Nah, it’s not worth it. Not when there are kids that are going 
to be coming in today. 


Sorry to bother you, but the mall set up one of those take 
your pictures with Santa thing. The guy seems... off. 


I’m on my way 


Jaxon does not play when it comes to my safety, or any 
concerns | have. He told me I was his and he really backs it 


Up. 


And | know if he finds anything wrong he’s going to come in 
here like rolling thunder, and I’d pick his thunder and his 
rain over anyone else’s sunshine any day. 


CHAPTER 11 


Jaxon 


| white knuckle grip the steering wheel as | turn the corner 
entering the mall parking lot. 


l'm fuming. Who in the hell let this guy into a Santa suit 
and into the mall no less? 


If there’s one thing I’ve learned it’s that women’s intuition is 
real. 


Heck, I’ve even seen it play out in court in Jeff’s trials. 
Divorce proceedings where the judge eventually just asks, 
“And Mrs. So-and-so, why did you even start watching your 
husband? Why did you think he was cheating?” 

“| just had a feeling,” they often say. 


At first | kind of rolled my eyes at the idea, but that was 
when I was a rookie cop. 


It didn’t take me long to find out it was real. 


Women “just had a feeling” in cases that involved 
everything from high-level corporate fraud to spousal 
cheating to drug trafficking neighbors. It’s incredible 
actually. 


And if my woman notices something I’m damn sure going to 
check up on it immediately, especially when this weirdo is 


that close to her. 


| don’t want to be one to rush judgment, but this guy’s 
already got two strikes against him in my book. 


It’s just like Al Pacino said in The Godfather. “Don’t ever 
take sides, with anyone, against the family again. Ever.” 


And she’s my family. 


| park the car and move quickly into the mall, easily spotting 
the Santa Claus set up. 


“Hey,” | hear over my shoulder, but | don’t turn. “I’m sorry 
to bother you on your day off.” 


| keep my eyes locked on him as my hand extends to her, 
finding her shoulder. 


“Slowly go to the break room. Take the other women in the 
store with you. Now,” I say. 


She doesn’t hesitate. Doesn’t ask question. She just leaves 
as I’ve told her. 


This may be my day off but this is police work now and no 
way I’m leaving her out here with what | know is about to go 
down. 


Because through the beard and through the Santa suit | see 
the real truth. 


Red is the appropriate color for this guy all right, but not in 
the form of the Santa suit. 


This... is the devil. 


CHAPTER 12 


Jade 


| move through the racks and toward the break room, taking 
Melissa by the arm and guiding her too. 


“Hey, what are you doing?” she says. 
“Just trust me,” | say. 


She gives me a strange look, but I'm not taking no for an 
answer. 


The store has just opened so luckily it’s just the two of us in 
our section. 


Suddenly | hear a loud pop and my ears ring. | can’t hear 
anything but a tinging in my head. 


Melissa brings her hands to her ears and says something to 
me that | can’t hear or make out. 


She makes the motion of a gun in her hand and | grab her 
and pull her to the ground with me, just as Jaxon showed me 
not two days before. 


My manager comes running next to us and gets on the floor. 
So much for heroes these days. 


My body fills with goose bumps as another pop sounds and 
my body shakes, wondering what’s happening. 


Where's Jaxon? 
Is he okay? 
What happened? 
Who got shot? 


| want to go help him, but I know he’s a professional and he 
told me to go to the break room. 


| can’t. 


| start sliding on my stomach out into the store and Jaxon 
runs right past me... towards the break room. 


He spots me and quickly turns around, grabbing me and 
pulling me up off the floor and hugging me tight. 


“What hap—?” 


His hand comes over my face, shielding my eyes but it’s too 
late. 


Blood trickles from Santa’s mouth and there’s another man 
lying dead in the exit of the store. 


Fear shoots through me and | bury myself into Jaxon’s chest. 
It’s the only place in the world where | absolutely know I’m 
Safe. 


| hear sirens wailing in the distance as he runs his hands 
through my hair and holds me tight. 


| didn’t need a reminder to know this, but life is short. 


l'm glad we found each other when we did, even if | am 
young we’re not around forever. 


And | want to spend every moment of my life with him, 
forever and always. 


Where I’m safe, happy, respected, and loved. 


CHAPTER 13 


Jaxon 
The next day 


“And last but not least, the Citizen’s Award of Valor goes to 
this brave young lady who alerted our officer Without her 
these two sexual predators, working together for over ten 
years now, would still be sitting atop the FBI’s Ten Most 
Wanted List. And because of that | award her the Citizen’s 
Award of Valor” He pauses. “The award will be presented 
by the responding officer,” he says. 


Damn right, chief. This is a life moment for us and we’re 
going to share it as a team. Not only that | don’t want any 
man getting that close to my woman. Nobody gets to pull 
her flowing hair to the side and lay a medal on her perfect 
chest. That’s my job and only my job. 


| feel my chest literally swell with pride as | place the medal 
around her neck. Damn, I want to give her a kiss, right here, 
right now in front of everyone, but her father is in 
attendance. 


| feel my muscles tensing as my hands don’t want to let go 
of the ribbon. 


The crowd starts clapping and all | can think about is her, 
how she saved the day, how she saved me from a life of 
solitude, and how beautiful and perfect she looks. 


It’s too much. 


All my years of training... all the ways | know how to stay 
calm, cool, and collected just fly out the window. 


| lean around the side of her and plant one right on her 
cheek. 


As | pull back | hear some gasps from the crowd. 

Fuck. That was very unprofessional, but | don’t care. 
Cameras flash and we both step back into place 

The chief says a few more words and although I’m at 
something of an at ease position, I’m still standing alert and 
in a way that you would expect a police officer to stand... tall, 
strong, and focused. 


And my eyes focus in on Jeff in the crowd. 


He’s got one eyebrow up, looking at me with a curiosity that 
borders on anger. 


Does he know? 


Did he figure out Jade wasn’t spending the night at a friend’s 
houses all those times she was over at my place? 


Does he know she’d wake up early and cook me pancakes, 
bacon, and eggs nude and then serve me in bed... if | didn’t 
“serve” her first? 


He’s a busy guy that works a tremendous amount of hours, 
but he’s also a smart guy. His job is basically solving 
mysteries... finding puzzle pieces that make the unthinkable, 
the unfathomable make sense. 


And | think he sees the puzzle that’s just been laid out 
before him, and my kiss was the piece that ties it all 
together...or more accurately the first domino to fall. 


The ceremony ends and we all move to a separate room for a 
meet and greet, cake and cookies, and that sort of thing. 


“Congratulations, Jaxon,” Jeff says. “That was some damn 
fine police work.” 


“Thank you,” | say extending my hand to meet his. He 
Shakes it just a hair more aggressively than normal. It’s a 
tell, a very small and subtle one, but a tell nonetheless. 


He’s onto us. 


“Does that count as working undercover since you weren’t in 
uniform?” 


“It should,” I say. “I think that pays more these days.” 


“| saw the pictures from the scene and read the statements. 
Technically you weren’t even on duty. Is that right?” 


“Yeah, it was my day off.” | pause. “You wanna grab one of 
these Christmas cookies they’ve got over on the table? 
They look good,” | say motioning away from where we're 
standing. If | can get his body moving from where we are 
and his mind moving off this topic | might be able to buy 
myself some time, but I’m dealing with a professional here, 
and he’s not falling for it. 


“| already ate. Thanks.” 


“I’m going to grab one. I’m starving.” 


| turn to go and | feel a hand on my shoulder. 


“Do you have time to come by my house in about... say, an 
hour? | have some stuff to finish up real quick at my office, 
but it would be good to celebrate everything that’s going 
on. Don’t you think?” 


Fuck. 


“Um, yeah, sure,” | say, realizing I’m caught. “I'll see you 
then.” 


“See you then... best friend,” he says. 
He turns to go. 


“Excuse me, Officer Jaxon?” a reporter says just next to me. 
“We're doing a feature piece on you after what happened 
and I’ve learned that the prosecutor is your best friend. 
Wow,” he says. “This sounds like a script tailor-made for 
Hollywood. Can we ask you a few questions about your 
relationship with the prosecutor?” 


My relationship with the prosecutor, huh? Yeah...Il’ve gota 
few questions of my own I need to answer about that 
relationship. 


And l'm going to get those answers in sixty minutes from 
now. 


CHAPTER 14 


Jaxon 


| take a deep breath and exhale it out before knocking on 
the door hard three times. 


“Out back!” a voice yells. 


| walk around the side of the house, opening the gate and 
walking along the length of the house. 


How does a man who sees so many cases of violence every 
day in the courtroom not have a lock on his gate? 


When I clear the edge of his house Jeff is sitting on a simple 
plastic chair on the slab of concrete just outside his sliding 
back door There’s a plastic table next to him and another 
chair just next to the table. I’m surprised he doesn’t have 
the other chair facing him, and the house, because as 
someone who’s done a lot of interrogations | suddenly feel 
what it’s like to be on the other side of the table 


This is clearly going to be an interrogation. 
“Whiskey on the rocks, right?” 

“Yeah,” | say. 

“Have a seat,” he says. 


I’m not afraid of anyone in this world, but what | am most 
concerned about is Jade. The last thing | need is to cause a 


riff between her and her dad. I’ve got to figure out a way to 
get his blessing so she can have the best of both worlds... me 
and a father who’s fully supportive of her relationship. 


Right now that’s looking more impossible by the minute. 
And if things get too out of control here l'Il just say screw it 
and leave, because at the end of the day the only thing that 
matters is her, but first I’m going to try and make this right. 


| walk around in front of Jeff, deciding going behind him is 
not the way to approach this. | want him to feel like he’s got 
some control, some power, in this situation. | don’t want to 
do anything that makes him feel pinned in or without 
options, especially in his own home. 


As soon as | sit down he’s pouring a fine Scottish whiskey 
over three ice cubes for me. 


| take the glass and hold it up, but see that he still hasn’t 
made eye contact with me yet. 


Any kind of toast will have to wait. 
As soon as | bring it to my lips the onslaught begins. 
“How long has this been going on?” he asks. 


| bring the glass forward, letting the whiskey still in my 
mouth, but actually it’s me that feels like my body has 
stilled in water. I’ve got two choices here... play his game 
and possibly drown, or fight for her future with her father. 
She needs that and as a man I’m the responsible one here. | 
should have told him earlier. 


| swallow down the alcohol. “I’m sorry you had to find out 
this way, but I’m not sorry | love her She’s the one for me. | 


knew it from the moment | saw her.” 
“At her birthday party?” 


| take another sip, letting his lacerating question sink into 
me a little deeper, realizing just how bad this sounds. 


“Yes, It was at her party.” 


He says nothing, his face just staring off into the back yard 
with a kind of detachment I’ve never seen from him. 


“But | didn’t do anything. | didn’t pursue it. It didn’t seem 
right.” | pause. “But in the end I just couldn’t resist, and my 
need for her took over just over a week ago when some boys 
were bothering her at the mall.” 


“Your need for her, huh?” he says. “Yeah, | went through the 
police files on my laptop. Seems like you put the full court 
press on the chief to get stationed at the mall...to provide 
protection. Were you expecting a frenzy for this year’s 
Tickle Me Elmo, or did you just want to put your hands all 
over my daughter?” 


“It’s not like that,” I say. “This is real. | know it’s going to be 
hard to see that, but you have to believe me. | wouldn’t risk 
everything we had if it wasn’t.” 

“Had or have?” 

a Have.” 

“You said had. It’s almost as if you know that this is the end 


of our friendship, like you’ve already thought it through and 
made your decision.” 


“| don’t want that and it doesn’t have to be that way, but... 
yes, if that’s what it comes down to. She’s the most 
important thing, now and she always will be.” 


“So you plan on just taking her from me and everything 
being fine?” 


“| plan on letting her make her own decision and if people 
here can’t deal with that then we’ll move somewhere else. 
Plenty of places in the country that need a good cop. Work 
wouldn’t be hard to find, and she can study at plenty of 
good colleges in the country. We're mobile, but the bottom 
line is we’re in this together.” 


“What if she’s forced to choose and she doesn’t chose you.” 
“That would never happen.” 


“Then why haven’t you put the choice in front of her 
already?” 


“I was going to tell you yesterday. It was my day off, but 
then things got hectic.” 


“Yesterday, huh? How convenient. So since...things got 
hectic... you just decided that you’d kiss her in front of the 
whole world, including tons of reporters, and that’s the way 
you'd quote unquote tell me.” 


“It’s not like that,” | growl, starting to get angry. I’m trying 
to be patient with him, but my patience is running thin. 


“Not like that? Because you’d rather show me than tell me. 
Is that some new way that younger people do things these 
days?” 


“I'm thirty, I’m not exactly young.” 


“Yes, | know how old you are, and how much older you are 
than Jade.” 


| see his hand tighten around his glass as he processes his 
own words. 


“It’s the same as us. Twelve-year difference. Look how well 
we've gotten along. Age never meant anything to our 
friendship and our pursuit of justice for the city that we care 
about and protect each and every day. And those same 
twelve years aren’t going to matter between Jade and I. If 
anything it’s a positive. | have knowledge and wisdom, 
plenty of it learned from you, and no I’m not trying to 
patronize you one bit. I’ve made mistakes and I’ve learned. 
l'Il help Jade through the labyrinth of life, helping her avoid 
pitfalls in her pursuit of what she wants. Yeah, the age gap 
is shocking at first and she’s really young right now, but she 
was forced to grow up fast,” | say, not wanting to mention 
anything about her mother or her mother’s passing, but it’s 
the truth. “And she’s an adult. You work in the legal 
system. You’ve tried eighteen-year-olds for unthinkable 
acts... put them away for life. If they're capable of making 
decision that shape the entire course of their lives at that 
age, then why can’t she?” 


He says nothing. 


“She’s legally ready and she’s ready from a mature 
standpoint. And I’m ready. I’m not just ready, I’m already 
well beyond that. I’m already in deep with her and it’s the 
best feeling in the world. | found my perfect partner for life 
and she’s it. I’m sorry, but other people have to either 
accept that or accept that they’re not going to be a part of 
what we have. | want you there, for both of us. And | hope 


to get your blessing, but | know | fucked up. | should have 
come to you earlier, and I’m sorry. But I’ve learned, not that 
this is a process l'Il ever repeat again, because once | puta 
ring on her finger that’s it for me. She’s the one. Hell, she 
already is. And I’m going to make her my wife and start a 
family with her That’s all there is to it. It’s cut and dried 
and that’s that,” | say. 

| tip back my whiskey and stand. 

“| best get going,” | say. 

“Yeah, you should,” he says. 

| purse my lips and show myself out. 

“And put a lock on this gate. Keep yourself safe, and most 
importantly your own daughter,” | say, feeling pissed off 
about everything now. 


| turn over the car engine and drive. | just go, not thinking 
about anything other than her. 


This was supposed to be my day off. 


This was supposed to be a day of happiness as we were both 
given awards together. 


This was supposed to be something special. 


| drive for two hours along the interstate when finally I just 
turn the wheel hard and hit the off ramp. 


You know what? Today is going to be all those things. 


| said what I had to say to Jeff. 


He’s had two hours to make up his mind, which is more than 
enough. 


How do I know? 


Because when | was most sure of something, when | saw her 
on her birthday, | knew instantly. 


And l'm just as sure now as | was then, and | will continue to 
be that way forever. 


And forever starts now. 


CHAPTER 15 


Jade 
Everything okay? You left kind of abruptly. 
Where are you, he texts right back. Usually he punctuates 
his texts. This one has a more urgent feel than normal, and 
his text normally feel urgent as is. 
About to walk in the front door: 
Don’t. Meet me on the corner at the coffee shop in five. 
Okay 


What in the heck is going on? 


Five minutes later he pulls into the parking lot and is 
immediately out of the car. 


He marches right up to me wrapping me up in his arms, 
hugging me tight and kissing me hard. 


He takes my hand and guides me over to the passenger side 
of the car where he opens the door and helps me inside. 


Okay? 
“What’s going on?” | ask. 


“It’s time,” he says. 


He flips on the radio in the car and Christmas songs come 
out of all the speakers. 


It feels fun, festive, and just like the holidays. 


But the look on his face is anything but. He’s a man on a 
mission, but for what I don’t know. 


| reach over and put my hand on his knee, trying to calm 
him, but he quickly scoops up my hand in his and bring it to 
his lips where he kisses the inside of my wrist hard... over 
and over and over again. 


“Did you drink an entire pot of coffee?” | ask, with a giggle. 


“The last thing | need since I’ve met you is caffeine. | have 
more energy than | know what to do with.” 


“| know what we can do with some of it.” 


He leans over and faces me. | give him a quick kiss and his 
eyes go back to the road. 


| imagine myself crawling up on his lap and riding him, 
helping him take the edge off, relieve whatever it is that’s 
on his mind, but | can’t. 


| Know he’s all about safety and although he is very 
adventurous, he’d never do anything that would endanger 
another person. 


Plus the chance that a truck driver or someone in an 
elevated position looking down could see me in a sexual 
state or potentially undressed would have him coming 
unglued. 


He doesn’t share anything when it comes to me and the rest 
of the world. 


We drive for a good half hour with the radio up loud. It’s 
fun. | even get him to sing along with me to a few of the 
Christmas songs. He handles all the low notes and | get the 
higher ones. 


He sounds better than Bing Crosby and croons better than 
Nat King Cole, and that’s really saying something. 


It just goes to show we always make a great team, no matter 
what we're doing. 


Suddenly in the middle of “The Christmas Song,” he takes a 
sharp right down a gravel road covered with a light dusting 
of snow. 


“Where are you taking me?” | ask. My anticipation levels 
have reached a fever pitch. 


“Same place you took me...the top of the mountain.” 


| look at him curiously, but five minutes later that’s exactly 
where we find ourselves. 


He pulls over and we step out of the car. 
“Where are we?” 


“This is a Christmas tree farm, but not for another few 
years.” 


“That’s why everything is so perfect?” 


“Yep. It takes firs about ten years to be big enough to bea 
Christmas tree. These are probably seven or eight years 
old.” 


He takes me by the hand and we quickly walk to the 
absolute peak of the mountain. 


“Whoa,” | say looking out across the postcard worthy sight of 
all the trees growing in the valley and along the side of the 
hill. “How did you find this place?” 


“Same way | found you, beautiful. It was right there under 
my nose the entire time... just like you.” 


“Awww,” | say cuddling up to him. 


“I came out this way to think and clear my head when | was 
a child, and I’ve been coming back ever since. It’s my 
solace. It’s the perfect place. Apart from the years where 
they harvest the trees I’ve never once seen another human 
being up here. And that’s what this is all about.” 


“What this is all about?” 


Suddenly he drops down to a knee and removes a small, 
velvet, black box from his pocket, opening it and a 
magnificent diamond sparkles in the late afternoon sky. 


“There are seven billion people in this world, but to me there 
are only two that matter Us. You and me. And just like 
these beautiful trees in this beautiful place | want nothing 
more than for you to be my beautiful wife, so we can plant 
trees of our own....children. Nurture them together and 
watch them grow up to be big and strong, and then to watch 
as they leave us and go out into the world and do great 
things... bring joy to the world as we sit back and take joy 


and pleasure in what we created...a perfect family And just 
like me to this place, our children will come back and visit us 
for the rest of our lives because no matter how far and how 
high they go in life, they'll always know, and hold a special 
place in their hearts, for home. And home is where they’re 
mom and dad are. Little momma, be my baby momma for 
real. Let’s not wait another day. Let’s plant our seeds now 
SO we can grow a forest full of love, laughter, and 
happiness...a forest known as our home. And a home that 
revolves around the most beautiful and perfect woman in 
the world. You’re the one who’s made me feel like the 
luckiest man on the face of the earth. This Christmas, let’s 
transcend that. Be the angel at the top of my tree, at the 
top of my mountain...forever Marry me,” he says. 


lam completely overwhelmed at the beautiful, heartfelt, 
unrehearsed words from this manliest of men. 


My man. 


And as soon as | can catch my breath and utter one single 
word we'll officially belong to each other forever. 


“Yes,” | say. 


He slides the ring on my finger just before | take his face in 
my hands and pull him up to me. 


His kisses me possessively, knowing I’m his forever, just as | 
kiss him with the same kind of ownership, Knowing he’s 
mine. 


He scoops me up in his arms, our lips still locked, as he spins 
me around. 


| feel like Julie Andrews on the hilltop in The Sound of Music, 
but better, because my heart isn’t just filled with the sound 
of music, but with love. 


Because this Christmas | gave the most special man in the 
world my heart, and | know he'll never ever give it away, 
because he gave me his too. 


He’s mine and l'm his... forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Jade 
Three months later 
| pull up close to the house, but stop a few doors down. 


| take a deep breath, preparing myself for what needs to 
happen when | see Jaxon. 


| close my eyes and try and calm myself, but | can’t because 
| hear...a basketball? 


| open my eyes and move my head to the left, looking 
forward, so | can see further down the street. 


And what do you know? 


Jaxon and my dad are going at it, playing one-on-one 
basketball in the driveway and it looks like it’s a pretty 
heated game. 


| just smile. 


Three short months ago, when | went back home to tell my 
dad | was engaged, he “kicked me out.” 


That was pretty funny considering Jaxon already had plans 
for me to move in that night, and the following day he had 
the title of the house put in our names. It’s weird to think 
I’m a homeowner, but 1am. Realistically | know Jaxon did 


the hardest part... making the money to buy it and 
everything that goes with owning a home. 


But as he told me it was just a house, a place to sleep, until | 
moved in. He said | turned four walls and a ceiling into his 
favorite place in the world, because we lived there together. 


A week after my dad kicked me out Jaxon reached out to 
him. My dad was still sulking a bit, but he started to come 
around. At about a month and a half after they went fishing, 
and then at two months they went to some car show. 


At two and a half months Jaxon took my dad to the pistol 
range, a place where cops like to hang out. 


Putting a gun in my dad’s hand in the same shooting station 
as Jaxon seemed like a terrible idea, but in reality it was just 
something to joke about. 


Neither my dad nor Jaxon would ever do anything to harm 
the other and of course the day went off without a hitch. If 
anything | can put my finger on that day and say that was 
the day things fully recovered. My dad shot extremely well, 
thanks to a few pointers from Jaxon. 


The coolest part was Jaxon got authorization after to let my 
dad come and shoot at an actual police competition. Jaxon 
sponsored him in as an honorary cop for a day, and my dad 
was very excited about that, although he tried to hide his 
enthusiasm. Yeah...he didn’t do too good a job of that. 


My man knows my dad better than anyone else in the world, 
even me. And right now it looks like Jaxon knows that my 
dad can’t play good defense going to his left, and Jaxon is 
making him pay for it. 


| watch as the two men battle for baskets as | smile, just glad 
that they're having fun together again. As a matter of fact 
there’s still snow on the ground and Jaxon must have cleared 
the driveway just so they could play, or more than likely so | 
could park safely at the house. 


He’s always out there in the morning shoveling snow so | 
have a perfect pathway. He says he needs to make sure my 
health is tip top at all times as he’s sure there’s a baby 
inside my belly. 


And? 


According to the doctor’s office I just came from...he was 
right all along. 


| just sit in my car thinking how lucky our baby is going to 
be. She or he is going to enter this world with the most 
loving, awesome dad and a fit, sharp as a tack grandpa who 
will shower our child with love. 

Our child. Our house. Our life. 


Ours. One word, so powerful...just like the big strong man 
that made it all happen. 


My possessive Christmas cop. 


EXTEN DED EPILOGUE 


Jaxon 
Fifteen years later 


| pull the cruiser into the gym parking lot, looking over my 
shoulder to make sure no one’s around. 


| park the car and quickly change from my police uniform 
into my gym shorts and T-shirt. 


Running around like a chicken with its head cut off is all part 
of being a parent to so many awesome kids who are involved 
in SO many activities. 


Life as a dad is unbeatable, just like my amazing wife when 
she steps into the courtroom as a star prosecutor. 


She’s in the middle of prosecuting a case right now, working 
her sexy behind off around the clock to make the world a 
little better, and safer, place. 


It’s hard work, but she would never give up the sense of 
fulfillment she gets from a successful verdict, which is 
exactly how her cases have played out each and every time. 
If she’s on the case, the defense is literally shaking in their 
handcuffed shoes! 


I’m so damn proud of her and her dedication to making our 
community the best it can be. To think that she followed in 
her father’s footsteps is pretty cool, but it’s even cooler that 


she’s doing it with my last name, because that’s exactly 
what she is and always will be. Mine. 


| fly out of the car and race into the gym. 


“Hey!” | yell, the base from my voice sending backs ramrod 
straight and tightening sphincters. The entire class stops. 
“What did I say?” 


“I’'m...l’m sorry. Class was about to start and—” the 
instructor begins, but I’m not letting him finish whatever 
excuse he’s got for me. 


“And nothing,” I say. “Let’s go. I’m your partner now.” 


Jordyn, my fourteen-year-old daughter steps to the side of 
the room and | line up with the instructor. | know she’s 
probably embarrassed and | definitely know she knows the 
rule when it comes to our family. 


Don’t ever take sides, with anyone, against the family. 

Yes, | took it from a movie and no I’m not the kind of guy 
who runs around quoting movies. I’m not even Italian and 
I’m certainly not mafia, as the movie portrayed. 


But | do agree with one part of that movie, if nothing else. 


Family is the strongest bond there is and family always 
comes first. 


And nobody trains with my daughter, except me. Those 
have been the rules since | came here a year ago and signed 
her up for classes and those will stay the rules. 


l'm happy for her to be here, and for her to learn things, but 
when it comes time to spar she only spars with me. 


No one puts a hand on my child, and | mean no one. 


And the instructor is about to be reminded of that from a six 
foot five inch father of five who is as big and as bad as they 
come when it comes to protecting what’s his. 


“On your movement,” | say, but the instructor refuses to 
make a motion. He just stays down in the ready position 
knowing his destiny, but not wanting to acknowledge or 
meet it. 


Finally he shoots in for a leg grab, and just like that it’s all 
over. 


I’ve got him twisted like a pretzel and he taps out 
immediately, which is wise because | could easily break his 
arm and really make sure he doesn’t try and spar with my 
daughter again. 


| help him to his feet. No need in kicking a good man when 
he’s down, and | do think he is a good man. Why else would 
| have brought my daughter here in the first place? 


But good or bad...it doesn’t matter. 

My rules are my rules and | enforce them like no other. 
Personally | don’t see why any male needs to put a hand on 
her until she’s thirty. That’s how old | was when I met her 


mother and waiting was absolutely the right decision, 
although technically it wasn’t even a decision at all. 


There was never anyone before her She was the one that 
made a switch flip inside me and that was that. 


And since then every part of my body and life has been 
switched on non-stop. 


That’s how much she affects me, even to this day. 


She’s given me five beautiful children and as we agreed on 
from day one, it’s her job to make them nice. 


It’s my job to make them tough. 
Yin and yang. We balance each other out perfectly when it 
comes to parenting, but one place in my life that is 


completely unbalanced is our family. 


Because I’m one hundred percent all in, just like | am when 
it comes to loving her. 


My wife. My life. The perfect partner for this policeman. 


She may not have a badge or a gun, but just one look into 
those arresting eyes and | was hers. 


And | always will be. 


And she’s mine because I’m her possessive policeman... 
forever. 


EXTEN DED EPILOGUE 


Jade 
Ten more years later 
“They're coming!” | say, tapping Jaxon on the shoulder. 


We duck down behind a couple fir trees and | feel his arm 
wrap around me. 


| melt into him as | feel the fresh mountain breeze tickle my 
nose and the warmth of his body next to mine. 


Their car stops and Jacob, Jordyn’s boyfriend, quickly runs 
around and opens her door. 


He offers her his hand and helps her out of the car, and even 
though | said | wasn’t going to cry | can’t help myself 


Jaxon pulls a small bunch of tissues from his coat pocket and 
dabs away my tears. 


“Thank you,” | mouth silently, knowing we don’t want to get 
caught. Jaxon must have been thinking ahead, as he always 
does. He’d already unwrapped the tissues, so there wasn’t 
any sound of plastic ripping open. That and he knew this 
moment was going to get me. 


| feel Jaxon’s hand tighten around me as Jacob walks Jordyn 
hand in hand to the exact same spot where Jaxon proposed 
to me twenty-five years ago today. 


Tonight will be our anniversary party, but the real reason to 
celebrate will be because of this moment right now. 


A week ago Jacob came to the house, dressed in a suit and 
tie, and sat with Jaxon and | for an entire hour. 


He’d scheduled an actual appointment with us a week prior 
and was he ever prepared. He laid out his life plan, the plan 
he had for our daughter, and most importantly told us that 
no matter what happens that he loves her and although it’s 
not his intention, they can get by on that alone 


He was extremely serious and he reminded me a lot of my 
Jaxon, which told me our Jordyn was going to be in good 
hands. 


Jaxon had made Jacob jump through all kinds of hoops 
before he was even allowed to date her. 


Jacob never complained once and one night after Jaxon 
came home from volunteering with Jacob at a food shelter 
for an entire twenty-four hours straight he just looked at me 
and said, “There’s nothing that kid won’t do to be with out 
daughter” 


“Let’s let him take her out,” I’d said. 

“She’s not thirty,” Jaxon said. 

| motioned him over to bed and he pulled me in tight in his 
arms. All he said was, “I’m not standing in their way. | give 
him my blessing.” 

And then a few short years later Jacob was back over at the 


house with his plan. Once Jaxon gave his blessing, the 
conversation got very exciting. 


Jacob told us a few places and ideas he was narrowing down. 


Jaxon excused himself and | from the room and asked me if 
he should tell Jacob about “our spot.” He always saw it as 
something of a family heirloom, as did I. 


| quickly agreed and Jacob loved the idea. 
And here we are now. 


Jacob points off at something in the valley and Jordyn looks 
in that direction. 


It’s a decoy and gives Jacob time to take a step back and 
take a knee behind her. 


| can barely see through the tears when Jordyn turns around 
and sees Jacob there with his little, black box and the ring 
inside. 


| swear my mind flashes back to that exact same moment 
when I was Jordyn and Jaxon was Jacob. 


There are certain things in life that can’t be described. 


Falling in love, getting engaged, getting married, seeing 
your children for the first time, watching their first steps, 
their first school plays, their first sporting events...those are 
just a few. 


But when you see your child and their soon to be spouse 
following exactly in your footsteps it’s extremely 
overpowering. 


| put one hand over my mouth and the other over the top of 
that, making sure | don’t gasp for air as the tears fall. 


Because most importantly this moment isn’t about us, it’s 
about them. 


This is the passing of the torch, and boy are they ever taking 
that relay baton and sprinting towards the finish line, the 
checkered flag of love and marriage. 


| can’t hear their words, which is a good thing, as that’s 
something personal between the two of them. But! can 
read her lips as she says yes, and Jacob slides on the ring 
just before Jordyn grabs his face and pulls him in for a kiss. 


Jaxon hugs me with both hands and we do exactly what we’d 
planned all along... we very quietly and carefully make our 
way back down the hill. 


It’s a long walk back to our car, but there was no way we 
wanted them to know we were here. 


We've got a few hours to just enjoy life anyways. We'll bask 
in the glow of our child’s happiness and then “accidentally” 
stumble into our surprise anniversary party at the house. 


Jaxon is a policeman after all so he’s always got his ear to 
the street. 


But he didn’t tell the kids and ruin the awesome surprise 
they planned. 


Little do they know the best surprise is the one we have 
waiting for them. 


A week in the Caribbean this Christmas for all of us. 


We carefully arranged it with all their employers and 
teachers months in advance. 


So we'll just be down there as one happy family, and that 
includes my dad. Good ‘ol grandpa to the kids. 


| can already picture Jaxon and | in beach chairs, clinking our 
Corona bottles together as we toast to the good life...the 
best life. 


A life full of family as we enjoy beaches, burritos, and 
bachata... because we dance, or bailamos as Enrique Iglesias 
said. 


And when we dance... we do it just like we do everything... 
together, as a family. 


Always and forever 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 





Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: Bodyguard 
Book 34: Greek God | 








Book 36 : Moline. Man” 
Book 37: SEAL’s Justice 





Book 38: Royal Romance 
Book 39: Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 





Book 40: Crocodile Dan D 
Book 41: Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 
Book a2 boctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 





ook 43: Cop's Babysitter 
Book eTe TEN for the Cop Next Door 
Book 45: Small Town SEAL’s Saving Grace 
zak A Sons S Fake AE 












B a l 52: F “iref sce ve Profesor 
Book: 53. Soldier’ s Secret Baby 


Ook 4: Ward. s TA e Day. 


Book 5 6 : TEENA | Poli iceman 
Book 57: Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Book 58: Boss” S a een 














Book 66: F ) 
Book 67: Love ry TP i 





Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 
Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


Book 81: 


Book 82: 
Book 83: 
Book 84: 
Book 85: 
Book 86: 
Book 87: 
Book 88: 


Cop’s Caribbean Captive 
Instalove Island 

Dad's Best Friend 
Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss 
Possessive Italian Neighbor 
Possessive Portuguese 
Possessive Christmas Cop 
Russian’s Obsession 





NEWSLETTER 


Be the first to know when new books are available. 


Get the occasional freebie. 


Join my mailing list by clicking on the link below... 


Click here 0 Get on the list 


